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Sunny With A Chance Of Showers 


Darkness lingered over his house as wild fires burned outside. While they were still several miles away, the 
smell of smoke was already trickling through any crack that it could find. The power had gone out just after 
he'd arrived home, leaving him to with the solitude of the night. 


Sitting in a chair by the window, Nate watched as the fires rolled across the neighbouring hills. Soon they 
would be upon him and it would be time to leave. Until then, he was going to contemplate the life that he'd 


made for himself, and from which he'd walked away from. 


‘Fuck, Dave, fucking Skrillex can write better lyrics than you. Is this what youre giving us now? Something that 
EDM artists wouldn't even touch?" 


All Nate could remember was something something story about politics something something heavy song 


In Nate's opinion the band had been in decline for years. They'd gone from being the punk rock antidote to 
Kurt's death to rich men who didn't want to rock the boat. The Beastie Boys may have talked about not 
sleeping until Brooklyn, but they'd also bought up many other valuable and important points in their songs. The 
Foos? They'd started to wither and die the second Dave became America's media darling. There was a lot left 


to protest musically but no will to do it because it would never affect their singer and primary songwriter. 


So he'd flipped in the most atrocious way ever. He'd waited until they were doing an interview for the new 
album and, when Dave had answered a question about the lyrical meanings of the songs, he'd launched. None of 
the lyrics made sense. None of them were the screaming protest song that The Pretender was. None of them 
were the sweet lullaby that Everlong had come to be. Instead they were random words put in to a random 
order so that they would sound as pleasant as possible. They were songs that were designed to easily 
memorised by the screaming eighty thousand strong crowds. They weren't designed to bring about change. 
They were designed to climb the radio charts as quickly as possible. Rage Against the Machine they weren't. 


A heartbeat after he'd finished ranting at Dave, Nate had walked out. He'd grabbed his keys and headed out to 
his car. He wasn't going to hang around and see the fall out. Hell, he didn't even care if he saw his gear again. 


All he wanted was to be away from the rotting core of sappy sweet pop-rock. 


He'd ignored his phone. Ignored the messages that were rolling in. Ignored Dave's desperate attempts to 


establish contact. Nate wanted isolation and room to breathe. 


His phone once more began to ring. He didn't even need to look at it to know who it was. Once more, he refused 
to answer it. Dave had made his bed and it was time for him to lie in it. Whether he chose to get up again 
was one only he could make. But Nate was standing by his words as well as his decision to walk. 


Did he regret what he'd said? Not in the slightest. Did he regret that he'd hurt Dave? Maybe a little. But the 
guy had been driving them so hard that someone was going to snap sooner or later. And it had been him 
rather than Chris. Taylor would never stand up to his best friend. Rami liked to just do his thing and disappear. 


And Pat was as happy as a clam, whether Dave was screaming at them or not. 


In the distance, a helicopter swooped low over the tree line and dumped thousands of gallons of water on to 


the approaching flames. For a moment, they were abated, their hunger sated, before they flared back to life. 
Nate debated returning Dave's call but thought better of it. There was no way that he was climbing down 
from his tower. For once, Dave could crawl to him and apologise. And, once he had, Nate would again tell him to 
fuck off. 


That fire is getting close to your house. I'm worried for you. 


The message scrolled across the screen and Nate gave it the side eye before flipping the phone upside down. A 
moment later and it buzzed with another message. And another. 


Leaning against the armrest, Nate kept his eyes on the smoke-filled view before him. He should get up and 
leave. But, like Dave, he could be stubborn. He needed something to quash the anger inside of him and watching 


aches of land succumb to the flames was the perfect way to ease the feeling that lingered in his soul. 


His outburst had been brewing for a while, simmering away beneath the surface until something was said or 


done to invoke his wrath. Sonic Highways hadn't fared as well as Dave had hoped it would causing management 
to lean on them a little more heavily for something a little more.. sellable. Couple in Dave and Taylor's 
unwavering desire to "get hip with the kids" and pull in more fans and Nate's intolerance had been leapt from 


“Sunny with the possibility of showers" to "Nuclear war by the end of the day". 


He'd recorded the album with the pop producer. He'd done the stupid festival tour ("Theyre make up dates, 
Nate, from when | broke my leq’). And he'd been sitting in on the mind numbing and back aching promotional 
interviews. Only for that single question from that poor Australian interviewer to send him off the high board 
and in to the deep end. 


His phone had finally stopped buzzing and Nate dared to peak at it. Thirty unread messages cluttered up the 


otherwise black screen. With a scowl, he turned it back upside down. 


How long would it be before the fires reached him? A few hours? Another day? With no power and no internet 
there was no way of checking when his house would finally give in to its fiery doom. By that point, he would be 
long gone, allowing nature to reclaim her land and wipe away any evidence that he'd once existed there. Where 
he'd go, he didn't know. Somewhere away from the Tyrannical Twins. Somewhere he could make his own music 


and not have to worry about whatever idiotic idea Dave and/or Taylor had dreamed up. 

The pounding on his front door drew his attention away from the window. With no background noise, the sound 
of someone desperately trying to get his attention was sharp and almost painful. Knowing that it could be 
either the police or the fire department, Nate got to his feet and made his way to the door. 

‘Oh. It's you," he muttered. 

For a moment he stood and stared at Dave. The other man was a mix of anger and anxiety, looking like the 
Devil himself with the fires that burned behind him. Snowflakes of ash swirled around him and some had 
already settled in his hair, turning the dark brown strands a dirty shade of grey. 


"You'd better come in" 


He turned and walked back in to the house, leaving Dave to stand on the doorstep and decide what to do. He'd 
already crossed the house and was standing beside his chair before he heard the door slam shut. 


"Nate, you've gotta leave." Dave's voice echoed through the house. 

"| know and | wil 

"Now, Nate. 

Nate turned from the window to look at his former friend. Dave stood in the shadows, his hands in his pockets 


and his shoulders hunched. Even with the distance that was between them, Nate could still feel the defeat that 
rolled off of the other man. 


"So this is it, huh? You've not come to have it out with me? You've come to rescue me. Just like you've done 
with all of the others. Rescued Taylor from his drugs. Rescued Chris from the burning car wreck of his last 
band. What did you rescue Pat and Rami from, Dave?" He spat the final words at Dave's feet, taking a little 


pleasure from the way the singer recoiled. 
"Nate.. Please don't be like this." 


Shadows danced across the floor, fuelled by the flickering flames that rode across the hills. Nate stayed where 
he was, only moving to lean against the wall. He took in the hunched figure before him, Dave's hair hiding his 
face as he gazed at his shoes. He was sure that he heard a ghost of a sniffle. 


"Why, Dave? | thought that we were all friends. But I've seen a different you over the past few months. | 
always knew that it was there, lurking beneath the surface. But to actually see it in the flesh made me sick 
You can be a horrible human being and | don't want anything to do with that man So you can take your band 
and fuck off" 


The other man shook his head as though trying to shake off what he was hearing. "Nate!" 


"What, Dave? How high do you want me to jump now? Want me to crawl on my hands and knees and kiss your 
shoes? Want me to play until my fingers are bleeding and you're screaming in my ear that none of it is good 
enough? What do you want, Dave?" 


Silence fell over the room, broken only by the sound of sirens wailing in the distance. Nate felt his soul 
burning, an ache creeping in just behind it. He hated himself for what he was doing. Yet it was no good keeping 
it all bottled up. It needed to come out otherwise he'd become sick and infected. 


"I just want you to leave the house, Nate. Even if | never see you again, | want you to leave and go somewhere 


safe." 


Nate frowned and looked at Dave. He'd said some awful and unforgivable and yet Dave wasn't retaliating. He was 
just standing there with his hands shoved in his pockets and shuffling his feet and taking Nate's words like a 
punching bag. 


The ache in his soul began to extinguish the anger and hatred and Nate felt himself soften a little. Maybe that 


had been Dave's plan? To take the heat and allow Nate to cool down? 
"Dave?" he murmured. 


The other man flinched beneath his hair and Nate felt the ache clench his heart. His eyes began to sting and it 
wasn't from the smoke. Reaching out a hand, he took a step closer to Dave, watching as the other man 


shivered. 


Nate kept his voice soft as he spoke again, his own pain suddenly as raw as Dave's, "Dave, l'm sorry. | shouldn't 
have snapped like that. | shouldn't have said those things. They were cruel and horrible and no one, especially 
an artist, should have to hear them. I'm sorry that | humiliated you in front of that interviewer. I'm sorry 


that | was so hard on you.” 


"s okay," Dave mumbled. "You were right. | was hard on you" 


Nate nodded. "I know. We were both in the wrong. Neither of us should have said what we did. But we did and 


it's over and done with now. It's in the past" 


He let his hand rest on the crown of Dave's head. Beneath his fingers, he felt the other man tremble and a 
low whine escape from his lips. Nate knew that Dave hated it when people hated him. Even now, in his late 
forties, words and actions could so easily wound him and it was a vulnerability that Nate had been able to play 
on. He'd known that he could scream at Dave and the frontman would coming running to beg for Nate's 


forgiveness. 


Nate closed the gap between them and rested his cheek against Dave's lowered head. He could feel Dave's 


emotional wounds, the air around them thick with the pain. 


‘I'm sorry," he murmured. "l'm so sorry. | shouldn't have spoken to you like that. | should never speak to you 


like that." 
"s okay. Its my fault for being an emotional wreck." 


"You're not an emotional wreck, Dave," Nate softly replied. "You feel everything. You soak it up and sometimes 


it hurts you. Never apologise for something that so many people refuse to acknowledge." 


Dave shifted beneath his touch and eyes darkened with shadows looked up at him. Flickers of light from outside 
danced across them, revealing tears that had yet to fall. Nate smiled softly, 


"Let me get my things and we'll go.” 


Dave gave him a single nod and Nate pressed a kiss to the other man's head before pulling away. His heart 
broke as he walked back through the house to collect the two suitcases that he'd packed. Never in all of his 
time with the band had he seen Dave so broken. Sure, there had been tears and agony before. But, at the 
hands of one of his own friends, Dave had been utterly destroyed. 


Dave trailed in his wake as Nate collected the last few things that he needed and locked up the house. Ash 
swirled around them in a bastardised snow storm and a thick layer had already settled on Dave's pristine black 
car. Turning to the hills, Nate took in the devastation that was happening before his eyes. Much like his own 
wrecking ball to Dave's life, the wildfires were bringing karma to his very door. It was Dave's fingers at his 


elbow that pulled him away from his thoughts. 


"Come to mine?" the singer asked. 

I'd got a hotel booked but sure. It makes sense." He smiled and pulled Dave close. The younger man sank into 
the embrace. "Save the tears for when we're safe, okay? Or don't shed them at all? I'll never leave you. I'll 
never desert you. And I'll never do that again, either." He paused and took a deep breath, the sooty air 


shredding his throat. "| don't deserve you, Dave, and neither does this world." 


Curling his finger beneath Dave's chin, Nate lifted the other man's eyes to his own. The sadness was slowly 
beginning to melt from them and he could see the old Dave returning. Flecks of grey ash drifted between them. 


"| will never stop loving you," he murmured. "You will always be one of my closest friends” 
A small smile tickled Dave's lips and Nate leaned in to give the other man's cheek a kiss. 
"You okay to drive?" he asked 

Dave nodded. “ll be fine" 


"You're always fine." Nate's smile was soft as his thumb brushed ash from Dave's cheek. He nodded towards 


his car. "Lets get out of here." 


